PETER PIN D A R's 
Third Epiſtle to his Couſin in the Country. 


HO my dear Couſin, I ſend you a letter, 
Not worſe than my laſt, but perhaps ſomething better ; 
Howe'er, you'll be able to judge as you read, 

So, without further preface, I mean to proceed. 


I'm told that ſome folks with my laſt were offended, 
Why then my point's gain'd ; twas the thing I intended : : 
Had they laugh'd when I laugh'd, they'd have baffled my aim, 
And convinc'd all the world I'd miſtaken my game ; 

But ſince they're reſolv'd to be waſpiſh and ſurly. 
I'll kick up amongſt them a ſore hurly-burly. 

Poor things! they're not fit to be ſeen in elections; 
Their feelings are delicate like their complexions ; 
And when they appear in ſuch ſtrange kind of buſttes, 
They wake into play all our riſible muſcles. 

What pleaſure, dear Coz, 'tis to draw forth the pen, 
And give an account of ſuch odd fort of men; 

"Tis the province of Poets, as lovers of mirth, 

To joke with the knave, and the man of no worth ; 
And, mark what I ſay, at ſuch whimſical fun 

I thould laugh—were I ſure to die ere I'd done. 


And now, my dear Madam, to ſtick to my plan, 
Let me give you a trait of a wonderful man: | 
The great Doctor Rhubarb“, in G—s's Broad-ſtreet, 
Whoſe long, dangling arms almoſt reach to his feet ; 
He's a ſhrewd, artful wight, and can eaſily tell 
W hat will keep you in health, or, when ill, make you well ; 
Yet, prithee, n&er truſt to his deep ſearching {Kill ; 
For though he can do it, I don't fay he will. 

It once a man's ſciz'd with a ſtubborn diſeaſe, 

He can (till keep him fo, for the ſake of his fees ; 
And, believe me, dear Couzin, whate'er be his lot, 
He'll get what he can, where there's aught to be got. 


To the picture of ſuch a ſtrange mortal as this, 
A juſt color'd contraſt will not be amiſs; 
But how ſhall my muſe give a delicate ſketch 
Ot a child dropt by chance from an infamous wretch ; 
"Tis a difficult taſk, yet the ſubjeR, I hope, 
Will, for ſatire and laughter, afford ample ſcope : 
Of all the vile wretches, that ever were ſeen, 
This fellow's the moſt ſo of any, I ween ; 
He ſprang, I'm inform'd, from the worſt of all mothers, 
And had really more fires than Joſeph |. ,> brothers; 
Then ſure this high-finiſh'd mortal is | 
With all the rare vices his fathers poſſeſt; 


And will doubtleſs be found, when he ceaſe to exiſt, 
Prick'd down with d G—d—ge on the ds long liſt. 


But now let me try to afford you ſome fport, 
With W—t{—n, who cloſes the rear of the court; 
He's a fine jolly man, it may truly be ſaid, 

But his body is far better ſtor d than his head; 

Yet why ſhould he be by his brethren negle&ted ? 
Where ſenſe was ne'er given, it can't be expected; 
And tho” he's a bl—kh—y, I'll venture to tell, 
Would he keep himſelf ſilent, he'd paſs very well. 


And now my dear Coz, let me finiſh my letter, 
And cloſe for the preſent the ſtream of my ſatire ; 
For ſtraiten'd for time, I muſt bid you adieu, 
Nor mention one more, tho” I've twenty in view; 
But when I'm at Icifure again to compoſe, 
I'll fend an account of the town as it goes. 


Noxrwica, Your's, &c. 
gust 5, 1786. PETER PIN DAR. 


* The Doctor, it ſeems, has a very high opinion of the virtues of chu- 
bard, and therefore preſcribes it to his patients in all caies ; and Peter 
Pindar entertaining the like favorable opinion of his own phyſic, has pre- 
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